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Mctho’jsfnaUliisrenfcsvvere.lockt in his eye, 

As jewels in Chriilall for feme Prince to buy. 

Whotendring their own worthfrom whence they w i • 

Did poinc out to buy them along as you pail. 

His laces owne margent did quote fuch amazes, 

That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 

He siueyou Aquitaine, all that is his. 

And you giuc him for my fake, but one louing KiHc, 

I oncly baueroade amouthoflus eye. 

By addinea tongue, which I know will not lie. 

'Lad.Ro. Thouartanold Louc-neonger, and lpcakcftskilfui- 

l ' r lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and learnes newes of 
liim 

Lad. 2. Then was Venus likelier mother, for her father is 

Boy. Do you hcarc my mad Wenches? 

Lad.i. No. 

Boy. What then, do you fee ? 

Lad.i. 1, our way to be gone. 

Boy. You are too hard for me. £xeunt o inner. 


Jffius Tertius. 


Enter Braggart ar. d 3 J. 

Song. 

Bra, Warble child, make paflionatc my fenfc of hearing. 

Sweet ayre, go tendernefle of yeercs : take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him tethnatdy hither . I 
rnuli implcy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. Willyou win your loue with a French brauki 
Bri How meaneil thou brauiingin French ? 

Boy. No my cojpplcat mailer, but to ligge off a 


Lottes Labours loft, 

tongues end, canarie to ic with the feecc, humour it with tur- 
ning vp your eye: iigh a note and fing a note fomecitne through 
the tliroate : ifyoulwallowed loue with finging, buefometime 
through : nofeas if you fmift vp loue by fmelling loue with your 
hat penchoufe-like ore the fliop of your eyes, with your arines 
croft on your thinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on a fpir, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man afeerthe old painting, and 
keepenot too long in otic tune,butafnipand away : thefeare 
complements, thefe are humours, thtle betray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed without thefe;, and make them men of 
note: do you not^mcn that moll are affefted to thefe i' 

Brag. How hart thou purchas’d this experience ? 

Boy. By my pen of obferuation. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. TheHobbie-horfeisforgot. 

Bra. Cal’fl thou my loue Hobbie-horfe. 

Boy. No Matter the Hobbic-horic is but a Colt, and your 
3Loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But haucyouforgotyour Loue? 

Brag . Alsnoftlhad. 

Boy. Negligent Audent,learne her by hearty 

Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Matter : all thofc three I will proue, 

B rag. What wilt thou proue ? 

Boy. A man, ifl liue(andthis)by,in, and without, vpon 
the iuftant: by heart you loue her, becaufe your heart cannot 
come by h er : jn heart you loue her, becaufe your heart is in loue 
with her: andoutofhearc you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. Iamallthd*e.thtee. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all. . 

Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he mull carrie mec a Letter. 

■Boy, A metfage well iyrapathis’d.a Horfeto be cmballadour 
for an Afle. 

Brag, Ha, ha. What faift thou? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you mutt fend the Affe vpon the Horfe for- 
he is verie flow gated ; but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but (liort,away, 

Boy^ Asfwifcas lead fir. 

Brag.. 

\ 
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